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must always be crossed three times before love runs, smooth.' Duckworth asked where they were going. fc Oh, where is it ?' said the younger lady; 41 quite forget the name of the place ; something very long, I know.' —' Oh, Constantinople, my dear, that's the name, and then we go to a place they call Smyrna, and then to Algeria; for you see we Ve been to Rome and Naples, and if you don't mind travelling, it's just the same thing whether you go to one place or another.'"
" Aussee in Styria, August 8. The last thing Sheffield and I did together was to go to the Capuchin vault, where all the sovereigns of the House of Hapsburg lie in gorgeous sarcophagi and coffins: amongst them Maria Theresa, and the husband by whose grave she came to pray every Friday in this dark vault. In one corner was the little Archduchess Sophia, only dead two months, her coffin heaped still with the white garlands deposited by her father and mother, who — are out of mourning for her.
" After parting with my companions, I went by train to Modling, and drove through the Wienerwald to Heiligen-krentz,1 a gigantic monastery on the edge of a perfectly desolate moor, but in itself magnificent, with a quadrangle larger than c Tom Quad' at Oxford. Daylight was waning, and I hastened to get the Sacristan to show me the ; Heilige Partikel,' which is kept in a venerable old leather case, and set in a huge golden cross covered with jewels. There are beautiful cloisters, and several chapels of the four teenth century, and in one of them a fountain, so large that its sound is that of a waterfall. From Baden I. crossed the Simmering pass to Bruck-an-der-Mur. Here all the travellers who descended from the train, drew diligence tickets by turns, and as mine was only No. 11, I
1 Since well known from the tragic death of the Crown Prince Rudolph.

